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been nothingc suspect' in her movements since Lippinghall,
except those visits to the Cosmopolis Hotel. But they
were had enough. Who was going to believe that she
went to this sick young man out of pure kindness ? Such
a motive was not current in a Court of Law. He was
staggered when she told him that Michael didn't know of
them. Why not ?
" I didn't feel like telling him."
" Feel ? Don't you see what a position you've put
yourself in ? Here you are, running to a young man's
bedside, without your husband's knowledge."
" Yes, darling ; but he was terribly ill."
" I dare say," said Soames ; " so are lots of people."
" Besides, he was over head and ears in love with her"
" D'you think he's going to admit that, even if we could
call him ? "
Fleur was silent, thinking of Francis Wilmot's face.
" Oh ! I don't know," she said at last. " How horrid it
all is ! "
" Of course it's horrid," said Soames. " Have you had
a quarrel with Michael ? "
" No ; not a quarrel.    Only lie doesn't tell me things."
" What things ? "
" How should I know, dear ? "
Soames grunted.    " Would he have minded your going ? "
" Of course not. He'd have minded if I hadn't. He
likes that boy."
" Well, then," said Soames, " either you or he, or both,
will have to tell a lie, and say that he did know. I shall
go up and talk to him. Thank goodness we can prove
the illness. If I catch anybody coming down here after
you 	!"
He went up the following afternoon. Parliament being
in recess, he sought the Hotch-Potch Club. He did not

